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I showed him the bamboo-stemmed pipe I had made
for myself out of a tiny porcelain jar, in whose side I had
pierced a hole ; and my green opium lamp ; and the
darning-needle on which the drug was roasted. The pro-
perties carried conviction. We agreed that we would meet
that very night.

After lock-up, I slipped out of my house, with my opium
and its paraphernalia hidden under my overcoat, A
specially-suborned sentry brought me to the Samian's
house in a side street.

I was shown upstairs into a room so dark that although
I had come from the unlighted street it was some seconds
before I could see that it was thickly carpeted, but other-
wise bare except for two divans : rny host was lying on
one, looking large-hipped and effeminate : he motioned
me silently to the other. The blinds were drawn : only the
glimmer of a wick floating in oil lit the wreaths of blue
smoke which curled down round it.

I lay down on my left elbow, facing him (for he had
politely taken the less comfortable position on his right
side) and after arranging some pillows as I had seen the
Frenchman do, I took off my boots and put on the slip*
pers which I had brought in my pocket: then I laid out
my gear.

" How many pipes do you smoke a day ? '* asked my
friend.

" I used to smoke thirty,3' I said boldly, " when I was
in practice in India."

" That's nothing," he answered, " I smoke seventy.
Come, you must try my opium : I make it myself, as you
do. I think it is the best in Turkey."

** Who will prepare our pipes ? **

" We will do that ourselves," he answered.
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